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	1. Chapter 1

**Author's note:** all usual disclaimers apply.

* * *

><p>"The skeleton was found just down here Inspector Lynley but it was..." The shift foreman paused as if listening to something. Detective Sergeant Barbara Havers could hear a low growl and then a popping sound. "Get down!" the man roared.<p>

Barbara hesitated then the line of lights on the wall went out. "Sir!"

"I'm here Barbara, I'm here," Tommy answered. Two strong arms enveloped her. Her face was pressed firmly against the chest of the man she loved as he pushed her to the ground, covering her with his body. She could smell the fresh citrus of his shirt and the deeper, richer scent of Tommy that reminded her of flaming plum puddings and leather. Dust and water rained down on them. She struggled to breathe. The air in her lungs felt viscous and she could taste the gritty bitterness of burnt coal as it coated her throat. Chunks of coal rained down on them, pelting Lynley's body. She was almost crushed by his weight but felt safe.

A searing pain tore into her leg. She screamed and then began to choke. Tommy was stroking her hair and trying to calm her but the pain got worse as the dust began to clear. "It's okay Barbara, we'll be fine."

"My leg..."

Tommy shifted his weight. "Stay with me Barbara," he shouted over the noise of the falling coal. Barbara's eyes rolled back exposing too much white. He lightly hit her face to keep her from lapsing into unconsciousness. His palms were clammy and a cold dread slowly strangled his heart. The rumblings stopped and all he could hear was their ragged breath and the eerie quiet of settling dust.

"Tired...cold," she murmured.

Her words stabbed Tommy's heart as effectively as a stiletto. "No! Don't sleep! Talk to me Barbara."

She groaned and went still. In the total dark, Tommy quickly used his hands to run over her body searching for injuries. She seemed perfect until he reached her right foot. It was trapped beneath a block of heavy coal. "Mr. Jones? My partner is hurt. Are you there?"

"Yeah," a vague voice came from his left.

"Are you hurt?"

The man coughed. "No, no I don't think so."

In the dark the sounds seemed magnified. Tommy heard every tiny scrape as the man that had been leading them through the old coal mine crawled towards him. "Her leg is trapped."

Together the men felt the block. They worked frantically to clear the rubble around it. "I'll lift it back as far as I can," Jones instructed, "then you drag her free. On my count. One...two...three!"

The rocks groaned loudly as Jones pushed his shoulder against the rockfall. Tommy had his hands around Barbara's knee and he pulled as hard as he could. Both men strained until, with a loud shriek from Havers, her leg came free.

Her shoe was missing and Tommy could feel that her foot lay at an unnatural angle. Jones and Tommy both felt around the wound. "The skin's not broken, that's a good thing," Jones reassured the frantic detective, "she'll be fine. It's just shock."

"I can't lose her."

Tommy felt Jones' hand on his shoulder. "You won't, son. We just need to keep her warm."

Tommy did not have to be asked. He was already cradling her in his arms. "Is there another way out?"

"Yes but your Sergeant will never make it; not with that leg. We can move her down about fifty yards. There's a gang room there that is safer and should still have some water in it. I'll head out and bring help. It will take me about eight hours to get out and the gang probably six to get back to you after I round them up. It might be twenty hours before I'm back. Men have gone mad in less time when they're trapped. But I don't have an alternative son except leaving her here but then..."

"No," Tommy said firmly before the man said aloud what they both knew. Tommy tried not to sound angry. He understood that Jones meant well offering him a chance to get out.

Jones pointed it out bluntly. "If she stays alone she'll die but if you stay you might die too. You have a better chance with me. Think about it."

"I'm not leaving her."

"I thought not."

"I can't."

"I understand. I'd do the same son but with you being peerage and all..."

"Let's just get her to this room."

"Give me a minute to see if I can find my headlamp."

It took thirty minutes of stumbling and lifting over the pile of fallen coal for them to reach the room that was dug into the side of the tunnel. It was reinforced by a wire cage and timbers and in the dull narrow beam of Jones' light, Tommy could see it was their best option. Although dusty it was clear of debris. They had been fortunate to be at the edge of the rockfall and here it appeared as if nothing had happened. There was a small table with a bench seat and along one side a wider bench with a thin mattress covered by a thick, coarse blanket. They lowered Barbara carefully onto it and wrapped the blanket around her. She groaned incoherently.

"Keep her warm and let her sleep. It's only shock," Jones said. "Her leg will be sore but it won't kill her."

Jones pulled open the rusted metal cabinet that stood in the far corner. He pulled a wooden box free and put it on the table. Using a foot long piece of flat-bar that was also in the cupboard, he prised off the lid. "Twelve candles, a box of matches, four litres of water and four blocks of safety chocolate. Enough for four men for forty-eight hours. So you have enough for four days. That should be plenty of time but be disciplined. Use the rations sparingly and douse the candle when you sleep just to make sure it doesn't fall and cause a fire. And don't explore the tunnel with it. Coal dust and an open flame will ignite in the right ratio. You'll be safe in here. The chocolate is treated to stop you shitting and getting too horny. There's a pale with a lid in that corner and some loo paper but don't use water for washing. Stay put and don't panic."

Tommy was somewhat aghast at the matter-of-fact instructions. His relationship with Barbara did not extend to helping her toilet but with a bad leg, he might not have a choice. He grimaced at the thought. _She will not be happy._ He shook Jones' hand. "Thank you. Shouldn't you take some water and chocolate?"

"No, I'll have a swig to clear the dust from my throat but I can get out okay. It might take at least twenty-four hours to get anyone back you. It may take longer depending on what is happening on the other side of that rockfall, so don't worry."

"Just come back before we are like that skeleton."

"I will." Jones lit a candle and pushed it into a metal candleholder and left it in the centre of the table. He took a mouthful of water and swished it around before shivering as he swallowed. He took another sip then screwed the lid back on the plastic bottle. "Okay, take care Inspector. I'm sorry about this. The mine was declared safe so I am not sure what happened."

"I suspect sabotage but we need to get out first to prove it."

Jones hesitated and looked as if he was going to tell Lynley something vital. Instead, he looked away. "Keep a litre of water spare. I normally would argue against this but if no one is back here by the fourth day then use this map and follow the green line this way." Jones traced the path on the map. "Just in case mind. You'll have to leave her, you know that."

Tommy nodded. If it came to that it might be their only choice. "Take care Jones and God's speed."

Tommy stood at the edge of the cage and watched Jones' bobbling light bounce off the walls of the tunnel. As it slowly faded into nothingness he returned to his sergeant.

"Sir?"

"Barbara!" He moved over and took her hand. "It's okay Barbara, you're safe."

"The mine? It exploded?" She tried to sit up.

"Lie down Barbara. There was a cave-in. We're trapped but Jones is going for help. Your foot is badly broken but we'll have you sitting up in hospital in a few hours and everything will be fine." Tommy tried to sound cheery and unfazed by their predicament.

"You've always been a bad liar, Sir," she said faintly, "but I appreciate the thought."

Tommy squeezed her hand almost painfully. "Okay a few hours is an exaggeration but by tomorrow, we should be fine. We have water and chocolate for four or five days and plenty of candles. We have a bed for you and a table for me. We're as right as rain."

"Snug as two bugs in a rug," she said weakly.

"Here, have a few sips of water to get the dust out of your mouth." Tommy held the bottle to her lips as she had a few slurpy sips. "Better?"

"Yeah. Ta. Do they have any painkillers? My foot is killing me."

"No sorry."

"There's some in my handbag if you pass it up."

"I think it was lost, Barbara."

"Can you have a look, Sir? It also has my notebook and pen so we can write our last messages."

"Havers!"

"We're not likely to get outta this one Sir. Where's Jones?"

Tommy had just told her and was worried that she might be concussed. "He's gone to get help,' he said gently, "there is another shaft at the rear of the mine."

"Why didn't you go?" she demanded angrily.

"I wasn't going to leave you, Barbara. He'll be faster without me. He'll bring help back by tomorrow."

"Do you really believe that?"

Tommy was not sure if she was telling him she did not believe it or whether she was seeking reassurance. "Barbara, you have to believe. You can't even think about giving up. We'll survive and in years to come laugh about this."

"No, even if we live, I will not laugh about it. My leg is killing me. Are you sure you can't find my bag?"

"I'll have a quick look for it. You stay right here."

"I thought I'd go and audition for Dancing with the Stars! Where the hell do you think I'd go?"

Tommy smiled. At least she was as sarcastic as ever. "Yes, all right smarty pants. I'll be back soon."

He lit a second candle and stepped cautiously into the tunnel. The light only illuminated a circle about six feet in front of him. He walked warily towards the rockfall. Jones' warning was still in his mind. At the point it became dusty, he stopped and propped the candle against the wall. He searched just beyond the light. He was just about to give up when he tripped and fell. His head struck the ground forcefully. He felt vaguely nauseous. He sat up and felt his face. It was sticky with blood.

"What a wonderful day," he muttered. As he knelt up to stand a glint caught his eye. He reached over and found the strap of her bag. He smiled wryly as he pulled it free.

"What happened to you?" Barbara asked when he returned. "Oh, you found it! Thank you, Sir!"

"The pleasure was all mine." Tommy tossed it to her then wet his handkerchief and dabbed it on his cut.

Barbara pulled a large packet of painkillers from the bag and accepted the water from him. "Want some for your headache?"

"Are you addicted?"

She laughed. "No, why?"

"That's the largest packet of painkillers I've ever seen."

"It's cheaper to buy a pack of ninety-six than twenty-four. I picked them up from Boots this morning."

"Fortuitous. Anything else useful in there?"

She fossicked around for a minute. "Keys, notebook, pen, small torch, capsicum spray, a whistle, a penknife, a lipstick that I never use, um...spare underpants, women's needs and a pack of playing cards."

By the time she got to the underpants Tommy's light chuckle had become a full belly laugh. "You carry spare underpants? No cutlery?"

She arched her eyebrows at him. "What about the penknife? I always keep a knife in my underwear."

"I'll keep that information for future reference in case I ever have an urge to rummage your underwear."

Barbara started to laugh. Tommy realised the implication of what he had said. He gave her a huge, embarrassed grin and shrugged. "So, do you play bridge?"

"No, only Solitaire."

"Well let's see if we can change that shall we?"


	2. Chapter 2

For the next three hours Tommy tried to teach Barbara different card games but through stubbornness, ineptitude or disinterest she displayed a distinct lack of skill. "Really Barbara, it's quite easy to learn."

"Easy for you. Look Sir, I'm never going to mix with people who play bridge or canasta, and I'm not sure I want to."

Tommy sighed then glanced at his watch before returning the cards to their box. "It's nearly seven o'clock. Time for our dinner. If we are making it last four days we get six squares of chocolate each."

"Seven and five. You need more than me."

"Why?"

"Because you're much bigger than me."

"But you're injured and need your strength. We'll have six each tonight and tomorrow then if they haven't come back for us we can reassess."

"Yes Sir," she replied with a hint of bitterness that stung Tommy. He was trying his best to be cheerful and considerate.

"Don't Barbara, please. I was only thinking of you."

Now Barbara sighed. Her boss was being a gentleman and it was not his fault they were trapped or that her ankle throbbed. She blushed as she remembered his protective arms around her and the panic in his voice when she had been hurt. Now in the flickering yellow light of the candle he looked worried. The last thing he needed was her being petulant. "Sorry Sir. My foot hurts and I guess for the first time it struck me that we're actually trapped four hundred feet underground. I'm angry and apprehensive and, I don't know...frustrated."

Tommy sat next to her on her bunk and put his arm around her shoulder. "I know. Try not to think about that too much. We have each other. There's no one I'd rather spend a few days in a coal mine with than you. See, you're smiling now. That's better."

"No offense Sir but there's a lot of other places I'd rather be trapped with you."

"There are? Where?" There was a cheekiness in his voice that made Barbara smile.

"I dunno...in a Swiss chalet that's been snowed in. Somewhere where we have sweeping views down a valley and plenty of food and wood for an open fire."

Tommy grinned. His instant image was of them naked, cuddled up on a thick rug in front of that fire. He coughed to cover the shock of his thought. He wrote if off as a consequence of their predicament. He should not think of his partner and friend that way. "What about on a houseboat on a lake where the engine has died and we're just drifting?"

"Or marooned on a desert island."

"Or in a cave on the top of a Welsh mountain during a thunderstorm."

"Hmm, no caves. What about being accidentally locked in the British Museum overnight?"

"Or the British Library."

"Nah, you'd find all sorts of interesting books and never want to leave."

"True. What about in a capsule of The Eye?"

"Not if it swings about too much. I was caught near the top once when a ferris wheel broke down. It made me queasy. Too much swaying."

"I don't think they sway. I've never been."

"Me either."

"Right, then it's a date. We will go this weekend Barbara."

She smiled up at him. "Okay Sir."

The way she looked at him made Tommy feel as if all his problems had vanished. She had a way of calming him just with a smile. He leant his head gently on hers. "Have you ever been to Switzerland?"

"No," she laughed, "of course not."

"Then we should go there too. It's much nicer without the blizzard though. Maybe next month while it's still Spring. We could lock ourselves away at night and pretend we're trapped."

"Tell me about Switzerland." Barbara had closed her eyes and listened. Goosebumps raised on her legs as he talked about them together in a chalet and exploring the mountains that would still have a covering of snow above meadows of wildflowers. She smiled as she imagined them kissing on a hillside overlooking the steep valleys he was describing. "Oh, yes!" she said with more gusto than required.

Tommy hugged her a little closer. In his mind they had progressed well beyond kissing. He was envisioning making love to her amongst those wildflowers. Her 'yes' had been rather timely with what he was seeing in his mind's eye. He quickly reminded himself this was Barbara, his partner and friend, he was fantasising about. But she was in his arms now. He could kiss her. He admonished himself. This had to stop. It must be the product of their situation. He could never do that, not with his best friend...or could he?

"Time for dinner," he said as he abruptly pulled away. "Do you want your chocolate one square at a time or all at once?"

"Two at a time. Entree, main and dessert."

Tommy laughed. "Yes, of course. We deserve fine dining. Unfortunately m'lady, the restaurant has needed to store away it's fine china."

She accepted the two squares on a small piece of foil. "Silver platters are just as good."

Tommy grinned at her then bit into his first square. It was rock hard. Barbara laughed at him then tried hers. "Bloody hell! It's not exactly Swiss is it? Can you stock the chalet with something more appetising?"

"Certainly m'lady. It grows on you if you just suck on it a while." Tommy pointed to his mouth.

"What does?" she replied cheekily.

Tommy nearly choked. "The chocolate! It softens when you suck on it."

Barbara suppressed a smile by clamping her lips together. Tommy was so sweet whenever he tried to cover his embarrassment about unintended innuendos. He always made them worse. She could not resist making a show of placing the chocolate in her mouth and savouring it. She caught a glimpse in his eye that said maybe her thoughts and desires were not misplaced. If only it was not being trapped that was making him think about her that way. He had never shown the slightest interest in the last decade. She was not foolish enough to think anything except the fear of imminent death had changed his mind.

They ate slowly and in silence, neither knowing that the other had the same thoughts about eating chocolate in front of that Swiss fire. When they finished they washed it down with half of the day's water allocation and painkillers. Tommy's head was aching more than he admitted to his partner.

"There's a bucket in the corner if you need it Barbara. I might just walk back up the tunnel a little way."

"I'm okay at the moment." Barbara dreaded how she would manage when she needed to go.

When Tommy returned he caught Barbara stretching forward trying to massage her leg. "That should stay as still as possible," he reminded her.

"I know but it's getting more painful."

Tommy brought the candle from the table for a closer look. It was swollen and an angry purple bruise stretched around her ankle. Her sock was cutting into the flesh of her calf. "I think I should take your sock off. It might allow better blood flow."

"Rice."

"Sorry?"

"Rest, ice, compression and elevation."

"Hmm. Rest we can manage but I'm all out of ice and there's a difference between compression and cutting off the circulation. Elevation I can arrange." Tommy took Barbara's penknife and carefully cut away the sock. She smiled grimly but he could tell her was hurting her. Without twisting the shattered ankle he gently massaged her toes and the sole of her foot.

"Oh, that's good. I can feel my toes again."

Tommy continued to move up her foot until he sensed it was getting painful. "Would you like me to rub your calf?"

Barbara nodded shyly. "Yeah, if you don't mind."

"Why would I mind?" Tommy began to run his hands up her leg. He watched as she closed her eyes.

"I just thought..." His touch was purely therapeutic but just as Barbara wondered what it would be like if he was touching her for pleasure, his stroke changed. His hands became softer and gently tickled their way up to her knee. She moaned audibly as he ran his fingers around her kneecap. Even through the heavy cloth of her jeans it seemed as if his fingers were burning into her skin. "Oh, my sweet..."

Tommy immediately stopped. "Sorry," he said, "I didn't mean to..."

"It didn't hurt," she replied quickly, "it was...relaxing. It felt good."

Tommy walked across to the cupboard and looked for something soft to rest her foot on. There was not much there, but on the dirt filled bottom shelf he found another old blanket. When he pulled it out a cloud of dust wafted across the room. Behind him Barbara coughed. He took it out into the tunnel and gave it a good shake.

"Let's rest that foot on this," he said as he folded it into a neat square.

"Thank you. I'm sorry Sir."

"About what?" he asked as he gently lifted her leg and placed it under her foot then tucked the other blanket around her.

"If I wasn't hurt we'd be on our way out of here with Jones."

"It's not your fault Barbara. We'll be fine. I truly believe that and you should too." Tommy leant down and kissed her on the top of the head. "Now, let's get some sleep. I'll be just over here."

When Tommy extinguished the candle it took her eyes a few minutes to adjust to the blackness. She had never seen such total darkness and it felt heavy. It began to press in on her. Patterns of colour swirled in her vision. "Sir!"

"What Barbara?"

"I don't feel well. I'm having trouble breathing and I feel...buried alive."

She saw a flash of light as Tommy struck a match. Then the candle flame flickered blue before settling into the familiar orange flame. "You're safe," he said as he came over and sat on the edge of the bench.

"I...don't feel it."

Tommy understood how hard it was for her to appear vulnerable. "I know. I tell you what. I'll stay with you until you're asleep."

Barbara nodded then wriggled over to allow him room. Tommy pulled the bench seat up against the bed and sat down.

"You can sit up here," she suggested.

"It's too small and I might accidentally bump your leg."

"Then let's put the mattress on the floor."

Tommy smiled reassuringly. It was clear that Barbara did not want to be alone. "Alright."

He lifted her carefully onto the table while he arranged the mattress on the floor in the corner next to the bench. He helped her down onto it and adjusted her leg to be comfortable. "There you go. I'll stay close. Can I put the candle out?"

Barbara nodded. Tommy blew out the flame then crawled in the dark back towards her. "Where are you hiding Sergeant?"

Barbara laughed softly which had been his intention. "Not far."

Tommy had not anticipated being quite so close and his head bumped into hers, right on the spot that he had wounded earlier. "Ow!"

"Sorry." Barbara reached up and tenderly ran her fingers over his face and into his hair. She heard him moan softly and quickly removed them, regretting being so forward. "You okay?"

"Yes," he whispered hoarsely. Her soft touch had send shivers through him. He could not see her but he could feel her breath on his cheek. It took all his resolve not to reach out and kiss her. The strength and direction of his reaction to her gesture shocked him. Barbara was his friend, not one of his dalliances. "Sorry Barbara."

"My fault," she said, oblivious to his confusion.

"Barbara, none of this is your fault!"

"I know but..."

"No buts!" Tommy adjusted his position so that he was leaning in a half-sitting position against the wall. He was sitting on the mattress but had his legs directed away from her injury, with his heels on the floor. As he arranged the blanket around them Barbara nestled into his side and lay her head tentatively on his chest. He put his arm on her shoulder, his hand extending down her side. He hoped his gentle stroking was comforting and told her he did not mind her being so close. He felt his arm rise as she took a deep breath before emitting a long sigh. "We'll be fine Barbara. I promise you."


	3. Chapter 3

**Author's note:** Sorry, but what made everyone think they were getting out of the mine quickly?

* * *

><p>"Were you ever scared of the dark Sir?"<p>

"No, I don't think so." He said it too quickly for Barbara to believe him. "What about you?"

"I didn't think so but I've never been anywhere this dark before. In the city, there is always background light somewhere. And I keep seeing streaks of light and things that float in my vision like those little worms you see under a microscope. It's...unnerving."

"That's normal. I see some too. It's scarring on your retina as well as matter that floats in your aqueous humour. You normally don't see it because your mind is processing so much other information but when it stares at black or white they become visible."

"I should have known you'd know but my aqueous is not feeling overly humorous tonight."

Tommy laughed softly and hugged her a little tighter. "My optometrist explained it. I thought understanding might help you."

"Yeah, ta." She paused as if she was going to tell him her darkest secret. "I'm glad you stayed with me, Sir."

"I wouldn't have left you. It was never an option."

They sat in silence for a few minutes until Tommy felt the need to speak. "I wasn't completely truthful. When I was a little child I remember thinking Howenstowe was haunted but it was just my stupid older sister teasing me."

"What did she do?"

"She thought it was funny to hide in my wardrobe and make noises like she was a ghost. I remember being frightened the first time but after that I started talking to the ghost and trying to make him my friend. He didn't come back after that and I remember thinking that even the ghost didn't like me. It was a few years before I learnt it was Judith hiding there."

Barbara put her hand on his arm. It was warm and comforting. "Were you lonely?"

"Lonely?" he repeated thoughtfully, "in some ways no, because I had Judith to play with, but in other ways, yes, I was incredibly lonely. Once I understood that I was going to inherit the title and my parents kept telling me about my responsibilities, I felt very alone. As if no one would ever like me for who I was but only what I was. I felt isolated when I went to Eton at first. It can be very desolate, especially when people think you are there because of your title and not your ability. I had to work twice as hard to get the same marks because they either did not want to spoil me or they resented me. Oxford was a lot easier than Eton, mainly because I could be anonymous."

"Is that why you chose the police force?"

"Maybe. I was certainly trying to upset my mother but it is also something I believe in. I wanted to do something meaningful, not just be part of the idle rich."

"You still feel like that, don't you?" It was more of a statement than a question.

"I believe in what we do, yes."

"I meant feeling alone." She extended her arm over his waist.

"Yes, in some ways. I know I have some friends who like me but I have a lot of people who just like to be seen with me too. And I have you." He placed his other arm over her hip. "You keep this silly aristocrat grounded."

"Poncy, not silly, Sir."

"I stand corrected. And while we're here, can't you call me Tommy? It seems ridiculous to be 'Sir' all the time, especially when we are five hundred metres under the ground."

"I wish you hadn't reminded me of that last bit."

"Sorry." Tommy rubbed her arm.

"It's okay. I'm not worried about people hearing me. It's…different."

"How?"

"I dunno, it's just...I can't explain it."

"Hmm, I really want to understand Barbara. I have asked you often enough and yet you refuse, almost as if you can't bear to think of me as your friend."

Barbara moved her head to look at him, although she could see nothing. "No! It's not that. We are...I think. It's more..."

"Yes? I will make you tell me."

"Oh, will you indeed?"

Tommy began to tickle her and she squirmed until she yelped in pain. "Oh Barbara, I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to hurt you. I forgot about your foot."

"It's okay. My fault. I do it so I can keep my distance."

"Why do we need distance?"

"Well, it's not proper."

"What exactly isn't proper? Standing naked in Trafalgar Square isn't proper but calling me by my name is hardly an act of gross indecency."

Barbara laughed at the thought of either of them standing naked by the fountain. "Not indecent, just…not right."

"This something that has confounded me for a long time. Tell me the truth Barbara, please."

She sighed heavily. She knew he needed a reasonable explanation. "If I call you by name, you become my friend."

Tommy went rigid. "I thought we agreed we are friends."

"We are! It's just that..." She took a deep breath. "If I call you by name you will...become my world and I can't have that."

Tommy was momentarily silent. He rather liked the idea of being her world. "Why not? You're mine."

"Don't say that. It's not true. Not in the way I mean it."

Tommy could not help but grin broadly. _So she does think of me that way! _He was pleased but also aware that Barbara was being forced to reveal more than she wanted to tell him. He wanted to reassure her without frightening her. He paused while he debated whether he should kiss her. "I think you might be surprised Barbara. Remember that night in your flat?"

"Yeah."

"We have something special Barbara. I don't know how to describe it but I know we need each other. And we have each other. That's all we need to know right now." He hugged her hard. "When this is over and your foot is better I will take you to that Swiss chalet and we can talk about the future then."

Barbara frowned at his cryptic words. It was clear he did not want to discuss it now. He was letting her down gently. She knew he would never take her to Switzerland. "Good idea," she pretended to agree.

"But in the meantime, you have to call me Tommy."

"You don't give up do you?"

"No."

She smiled even though he would never see it. "Alright, alright. I give in…Tommy."

He kissed the top of her head softly. "Good girl."

"You make me sound like a pet dog!"

"What breed would you be? Something feisty and with a good set of lungs. A fox terrier, I think."

"And what would you be? A poncy poodle!"

"Oh! No! Can't I be a big, boofy dog that everyone loves? A labrador perhaps?"

"A slobbering black one...who steals food from the table."

Tommy laughed. "No, I'd bat my eyes, put my head on the side and have the women feel sorry for me. They'd feed me in exchange for a lick of their hand."

"I've seen you use that technique. How's it working for you?"

"Mixed results," he chuckled, "my mistress never falls for my eyes. She tugs my lead and keeps me in line."

"Your mistress?" Barbara sounded disappointed. "She's very wise."

"Yes, yes she is," he said tenderly.

Barbara flinched. Tommy felt her reaction and smiled. "Not that sort of mistress,' he said with a smile in his voice, "let's call her my owner then."

"You'll never be owned by anyone. Neither of us will."

"It's not ownership if you give yourself over willingly. And I have." Tommy reached up and found her chin. He gave it an affectionate stroke as he leant down to kiss her.

"Speaking of food, when can we eat again?"

Tommy sat back up. She certainly knew how to ruin a moment! "It's night time. We should be sleeping and eat in the morning but I suppose I could give you one more piece."

He started to get up but Barbara stopped him. "No Tommy. I can wait. I just can't sleep."

"Do you want to play cards again?"

"No! Definitely not."

Tommy could not help himself. He ruffled her hair then kissed her on the head again. "Never change Barbara."

"Glad I amuse you."

"You do, sometimes."

"And other times?"

"Do you want the list? You can be argumentative, annoying, frustrating, kind, enigmatic, intelligent, wise-cracking, loyal, inspirational..."

"Yeah, all right, enough."

"Is it? Remember when we moved your fridge that day and I said I'm not good with praise?"

"Yeah, but you said some nice things."

"Because I meant it. I've thanked you a few times for getting me out of the situations I create for myself but do you know how much I appreciate you? How much I need you? How much I admire the way you never let life beat you. You're not only the best detective I know but you're a good person Barbara. I can't imagine life without you."

Barbara's face was so flushed it felt like it was on fire. "You're alright too."

"High praise indeed. Now we should get some sleep."

"G'night Tommy."

She would never see his broad smile. He rolled slightly but kept her head snuggled against his chest. "Good night Barbara." He gave her a soft kiss on her forehead.

* * *

><p>Hours later he woke to her whimpering. "Barbara, are you okay?"<p>

"Yeah," she said weakly.

Tommy felt her forehead. She was as hot as lava and drenched in sweat. He sat up carefully and found the matches and candle. She looked pale, even in the puddle of soft yellow light. He quickly laid her down then examined her foot. Despite the elevation, it had continued to swell. The skin was so tight it had torn in a few places and was weeping a clear, sticky fluid. He moved over and found the painkillers and some water. "Here, take these," he said feeling hopeless. He was worried about dehydration and infection. He helped her take the tablets, then settled her back on the mattress.

As he sat beside her he glanced at his watch. It was nearly eight o'clock. The cave-in had been about two in the afternoon and Jones had left about three o'clock. So if he had taken the eight hours he thought then he should have reached the entrance by about eleven o'clock. To raise the alarm and assemble rescuers Tommy allowed three hours. So if it then took the six to eight hours to get back they should see help arrive within the next few hours.

Tommy turned to Barbara and relayed his logic. "It will all be over very soon Barbara. Just hang on and don't lose hope."

"I haven't," she groaned through gritted teeth, "but I wish they would hurry."

Anxious to do something Tommy studied the map Jones had left him. About a hundred yards down the track was a storeroom, first aid room, and tramway office. "Barbara there's a first aid room shown on the map. I'm going to go down and look. They might have something I can use to make you more comfortable."

Barbara gripped his arm hard. Her nails dug into his flesh. "Don't leave me, Tommy."

He put his hand over hers. "Okay. I'll stay. I won't go anywhere."

He stripped off his coat and shirt then removed his singlet. After a quick sniff to check it was relatively clean he wrapped it carefully around her ankle. He put his shirt back on but was amused that even in her weakened state she was watching him carefully. He sat down and let her rest his head in his lap while he sponged her face with his handkerchief. It was an agonising wait. Every time he checked his watch the hand had only crept a few minutes further around the dial. He fed her some chocolate and ate some himself. He was not hungry but he knew he needed to stay healthy and alert.

"Tell…me…a…story."

He panicked slightly. He did not know any stories. Instead, he started to tell her about growing up at Howenstowe. He talked about learning to ride and how when he was nine he had hidden meat in his grandmother's fur coat to upset a fox hunt, only to learn that the hunt was in name only and that the dogs were trained to follow a scent that had been laid by the estate's manager about half an hour before the riders set off. His action had created chaos and he had been banished to his room by his bemused father who had to explain to his guests why their hunt was being called off.

Barbara laughed softly and encouraged him to tell more stories. By four o'clock he was out of stories about Cornwall, Eton, and Oxford. She was feeling a little stronger and sat up for a while. Tommy spread the cards in front of them in a classic Solitaire formation. "You make the calls and I'll move the cards."

"Okay. Three of hearts onto four of spades."

After six games that all ended up in stalemates Barbara put her hand on Tommy's arm. "They're not coming for us are they Tommy?"


	4. Chapter 4

"I promised to keep you safe and get you out and I will Barbara. Now how's that leg?"

"Still very sore and hot."

Tommy carefully unwrapped the makeshift bandage as she lay back down on the mattress. The wound was still swollen and purple. He wrapped it again. "No arguments, this time, Barbara. I'm going to that First Aid area to see if I can find bandages and something to help you."

"Tommy..." she paused but saw the worry on his face. "Yeah, okay."

Tommy gave her a hug. "I will be right back. I promise I will never leave you."

"Don't promise what you can't guarantee. Besides never is the wrong word. You mean you won't leave me here."

"Never is the right word. Now I will be back in about twenty minutes. If you need me, call as loud as you can."

She nodded. "Can you help me go to the loo first?"

Tommy lifted her carefully to the bucket and closed his eyes firmly as she undid her trousers. He wondered if he should whistle. "Should I wait outside?"

"No, I won't pee long."

Tommy's eyes shot open at her joke. "Barbara, please!"

"You're such a prude sometimes! It is not exactly my choice is it? Close your eyes, I need to wipe."

Tommy felt his face flush with embarrassment. He helped her stand as she re-zipped her trousers then carried her back to the mattress. "Right, well I'll go. I'll be back soon."

"Take care Tommy. Don't fall over or anything."

"I won't." Tommy squeezed her hand then lit another candle. "I'll be back as soon as I can."

Barbara watched the glow of his candle disappear. She thought she would feel alone but oddly she did not. Calling him by name had brought them closer, as had their conversations. She had always trusted him but now there was something more, on his side. He would be back. She closed her eyes and tried to sleep.

Her boss strode as quickly as he dared. The floor was coated in a layer of coal dust that slid like graphite over the coal floor. He had to concentrate so he did not fall. He was relieved to find the room. Next to it was a cage full of equipment. There were old picks and shovels and small coal trucks for tracks that had been long removed, sitting amongst the general detritus of the mine. In one corner Tommy could see a wheelbarrow beneath a board full of faded magazine cuttings of naked women in poses that made him blanch.

Tommy turned away and focussed on the first aid room. When the mine had been abandoned in the eighties, due to the failure of the company, much of the equipment had been abandoned. The new owners had asset-stripped the once thriving mining conglomerate leaving the workers, and the towns in which they lived, to rot. He had a lot of sympathy for the miners having seen the suffering in Cornwall of mine failures.

Although the stock was nearly forty years old he was counting on finding something to help Barbara. Most of the stock seemed useless. There were wilted surgical gloves, jars of burn cream, slings to immobilise arms, bottles of various pills that were too old to trust and oddly, several packets of condoms. Tommy raised his eyebrows and banished the thoughts that filled his mind. In another cupboard, he found what he needed. There were heavy bandages in packets that were still sealed. He doubted they would be sterile but they would be clean. He found a large bottle of isopropyl alcohol that had never been opened and on the bottom shelf he found an old-fashioned moon-boot. Beside the cabinet were a pair of crutches.

Tommy decided to use the wheelbarrow to carry his loot. He worried that the tyre would be flat but to his relief it was solid rubber that was in good condition. He loaded it up with a surfeit of bandages, a bottle of the alcohol, moon-boot, and crutches. He glanced guiltily at the condoms but left them in place. He headed back to Barbara chastising himself for even thinking about needing them.

She was asleep when he returned so he sat beside her and watched. She was peaceful. Tommy imagined her sleeping in his bed. He wanted to wake up every morning and see her face on the pillow beside him. He should have acted years ago instead of fearing her rejection and ridicule. Her fear of being alone in the dark had soon given way to a gentle cuddle that was exactly the way he had believed a genuinely loving embrace would feel. He smiled down at her. "I love you, Barbara."

She stirred and reached across the blanket with her hand. "Love you too, Tommy," she muttered in her sleep before giving a loud snore. Tommy had tears in his eyes as he bent down and gave her a gentle kiss on her cheek. It was perhaps not the way he had imagined her telling him but it was honest and it made his heart somersault.

It also made him more determined to get out of their situation. He looked at his watch. It was five o'clock in the afternoon. They had been trapped for twenty-four hours and he was beginning to share Barbara's concern about their rescue. As he sat listening to her breathing he fretted more. He pulled out the map and studied it again as he started to formulate a plan.

Barbara woke about seven. She was relieved to feel Tommy's hand over hers before she opened her eyes. "You're back, so soon."

"I've been back for two hours but I didn't want to wake you. You need your sleep."

"Find anything useful?"

"Yes, some clean bandages and some alcohol to clean your leg up. And a moon-boot and a wheelbarrow."

"Yeah, we need to go gardening. Can we drink the alcohol?"

"No, the wrong sort I'm afraid."

"Pity, I could do with one of your expensive Scotches right now."

"Me too. I'll buy you a bottle when we get home."

"If we get home," she corrected him.

"Barbara," he said seriously, "if no one is here by the morning I think we should try to make our way out of here."

"You should. I can't walk." She smiled at him so affectionately that Tommy wanted to pull her into his arms and make love to her.

He took a second to steady his voice. "You don't have to. You're going in the wheelbarrow."

Barbara began to laugh. It became infectious and soon Tommy was laughing with her. "We're...you plan to wheel me out?"

"Yes, essentially." He attempted to sound dignified and assured but she was still laughing and his mouth twitched as he tried not to smile.

"Okay. I'd rather die trying than be trapped here. When do we go?"

"In the morning."

"It's the same temperature all the time and just as dark. Why not leave now?"

"Because it will be hard going in parts and we need to sleep tonight," he explained. "Now I need to dress your wounds. By the morning if no one has arrived we will know it is the right thing."

Barbara nodded. "We better have our dinner then."

After their chocolate and water, Tommy tended to her leg. His old singlet was almost black with dust and he noticed for the first time that her face was caked in coal dust and their clothes had turned grey. "I'm sorry but this will hurt," he said solemnly.

"Just do it."

Tommy saturated one of the bandages in the alcohol and used it to clean the wounds where her skin had split. The swelling was not as bad as it had been and the fluid moved freely under the skin as he ran his hands over it. She grimaced and made little whimpering noises. He glanced up to see her biting her lip to stifle the pain. "I'm sorry," he said as he gently squeezed her ankle.

"It's fine. Keep going."

He squeezed a few times, each time seeing more thick fluid leak from the wounds. Barbara was watching him carefully. "I don't know if this is the right thing to do Barbara."

"Me either but it feels better when you do. You can squeeze a little harder."

Tommy continued as long as he dared. A surprising amount of the yellowish fluid had run from the gashes. He cleaned the leg and wounds with more alcohol then wrapped the ankle tightly in the bandages. "Not too tight?"

"No, it actually feels better to have it bound. Thank you, Nurse Tommy."

Tommy gathered up the mess and took it outside the cage. He came back and washed his hands and face with the alcohol. Then he wet another pad and began to wash the coal dust from Barbara's face and neck.

She closed her eyes and enjoyed his gentle touch. He was a kind, caring man and she feared she was falling deeper and deeper in love with him. In these circumstances, she was not worried about the consequences. Who knew what tomorrow held. After he finished wiping her face, he pushed a strand of hair behind her ear. She reached up and grasped his wrist before he could remove his hand. In the dull light of the candle, they stared into each other's eyes. Their faces were only inches apart and they slowly drifted together.

Barbara's lips were warm and soft. Tommy groaned loudly as they moulded to his in a very gentle, loving kiss. She responded by moving her arm to his shoulder and pulling him closer. Without noticing, Tommy pushed her down onto the mattress. Their arms were around each other and their kisses became more urgent. Barbara's hands tugged his shirt from his trousers. As her hands caressed his skin she sighed then moaned as Tommy's tongue found hers.

A piece of clothing was discarded with every earnest declaration of love. Their hands roamed over the other with anticipation and the awe of discovery. The candle beside them slowly melted down until it flicked out. "Do you want me to light another one?" he asked.

"Yes, I want to see your eyes, Tommy."

He sat up and fumbled in the dark to find his trousers. He pulled out the matches and struck one. In the flash of light, Barbara saw his naked body for the first time. Any doubts vapourised; she wanted to make love to him regardless of what the future held. "Grab my bag too," she ordered.

Tommy lit the candle then passed her the bag. She was leaning up on one elbow. Her naked torso was golden in the candlelight and his gaze traced her soft contours from her neck down over her large, perfect breasts to the top of her open jeans. Her scar reminded him of how he had felt when she was shot. That day was the first time he had acknowledged to himself that he was in love with her. He wondered why he had hesitated then. He should have followed his heart but at the time, he could not see how it would ever work. Now he wanted to make up for all that lost time and heartache. He knelt down before her. "Barbara, I want to make love to you more than anything on Earth but..."

"Got them!" Barbara said triumphantly. "But what?" she added hesitantly.

Tommy glanced at the string of six condoms that unfolded as she held them up. He laughed softly. "Do I want to know why you have those or should I just be grateful?"

"You never know when you are going to be trapped in a mine with someone you've been in love with for years. It pays to be prepared."

"My ever reliable sergeant."

The force of his kiss pushed her back on the mattress. "Tommy! Oh...Tommy...ohhh"

The next morning Tommy re-bandaged her foot and helped Barbara dress. It took a while between her leg and the kisses that kept escalating. "Next time Barbara I want to make love to you in a soft bed, with clean sheets and real chocolates but if you keep kissing me like that we might never leave here."

"I rather like our makeshift love nest. It will always be special."

With a broad grin of agreement he loaded the mattress into the wheelbarrow and put Barbara carefully on top. "Here, let me put the moon-boot on, it will stop your ankle moving around."

He carefully placed her leg into it and did up the velcro straps firmly. He then placed their rations and supplies around her and wedged the crutches along the side. Barbara held the candle out in front to guide them.

He kissed her lovingly. "Come on, let's get out of here."

The slippery start became easier as they moved away from the rockfall and the dust. They stopped at a junction deep in the mine for their lunch and a break. Tommy's back was sore from stooping over the barrow but he was pleased to be doing something. He did some stretches to loosen it up then gently massaged Barbara's foot and leg. "I allowed four hours to get here and we've done it in under three. The path starts to climb after the next section so it might get slower."

"We'll be home for dinner," she said encouragingly despite a growing trepidation. She tried to rationalise it as the fear that Tommy would not love her outside of the mine but it was more than that. Something was wrong but she had no idea what it might be. Tommy gave her a loving kiss and her fears receded slightly.

Half an hour later Barbara called for Tommy to stop. "There's something blocking the path ahead."

His heart sank, fearing another cave-in. "Can you see what it is?"

"No."

Tommy lit another candle and went to explore. He came racing back. "It's Jones," he said quietly, "he's been..."

With that, a rifle fired and Tommy fell on top of Barbara, extinguishing their candles.


End file.
